~winatl 1s 1t gownr” 1 exclaimea
with ;some astonishment.

“Lord bless you, no!” sald Wall-
bridge, surprised in his turn. “Strong
and steady at eighty, but we didn't sell
& hundred shares to-day. Well, I'm
fa a rush.  Good-by, if you don't want
te buy or sell.” And he hurried off
without waiting for a reply.

So I was now assured that Dodd-
ridge Knapp had not displaced me in
the Omega deal. It was a recess to
prepare another surprise for the
Street, and I had time to attend to a
neglected duty.

he undertaker’s shop that held the
morgue looked hardly less gloomy in
the afternoon sun than in the light of
breaking day in which I had left it
when I parted from Detective Coogan.
_The office. was decorated mournfully
to accord with the grief of friends
who ordered the coffins, or the feelings
of ,.he surviving relatives on settling
the bills.

am Henry Wilton,” I explained to
the’man in charge. “There was a body
leff here by Detective Coogan to my
order, I believe.”

“Dh, yes,” he said.
waat done with it?”

I explained that I wished to arrange
to have it deposited in a vault for a
time, as I might carry it east.

“That’s easy done,” he said; and he
explained the details. “Would ‘you like
to Bee the body?” he conctuded. “We
embalmed it on the strength of Coog-
an’s order.”

I shrank from another look at the
battered form. The awfulness of the
tragedy came upon me with hardly
less force than in the moment when
I had first faced the mangled and
bleeding body on the slab in the dead-
room.

The undertaker was talking, but I
knew not what he sald. T was shaking
with the horror and grief of the situa-
gs. eand in that moment I renewed

y vYow, to have blood for blood and
lifp for life, if law and justice were to
be had.

“We'll take it out any time,” said
the undertaker, with a decorous re-
fidction, of my grief upon his face.
“Would you like to accompany the re-

ns?”’

d decided that I would.

Ia

l‘Well, thege's nothing doing now.

“What do you

@ can start as soon as we have
ed the casket.”

i“As goon as you can. There's noth-
to wait for.”

'{‘he. ride to the cemetery took me
ugh a part of San Francisco that

\
/EKM’:’”—::

here, he's after me ag’'in. ‘He's’'gone,’
says he. ‘Like enough,’ says L
‘When'll he be back? says he. “When
the cows come home, sonny,’ says IL.
‘Then there’ll be the divil to pay,’
says he. I pricks up my ears at this,
‘Why? says I. ‘Oh, he’ll be killed,’
says he, ‘and I'll git the derndest
lickin’,’ says he. ‘What's up? says I,
makin’ a grab for him. But he ducks
an’ blubbers. ‘Gimme that Iletter,’
says I, ‘and you just kite back to the
folks that sent you, and tell them
what’s the matter. I'll give your note
to your man if he comes while I'm on
the beat,’ says I. I knows too much
to try to git anything more out of him.
I says to meself that Mr. Wilton ain’t
in the safest place in the world, and
this kid’s folks maybe means him
well, and might know some other
place to look for him. The kid jaws a
bit, an’ then does as I tells him, an’
cuts away. That's half an hour ago,
an’ here you are, an’ here’'s your let-
ter.”

I hesitated for a little before saying
anything. It was with quick suspicion
that I wondered why Mother Borton
had secured again that gloomy and de-
serted house for the interview she
was planning.

“That was very kind of you. You
didn't know what was in the letter
then?”

“No, sor,”
touch of wounded pride. “It’s not me
as would open another man’s letter
unless in the way of me duty.”

“Do you know Mother Borton?" I
continued.

“Know her? know her?" returned
Corson in a tone scornful of doubt on
such a point. “Do I know the slickest
crook in San Francisco? Ah, it's
many a story I could tell you, Mr. Wil-
ton, of the way that ould she-divil has
slipped through our fingers when we
thought our hands were on her throat.
And it’s many of her brood we have
put safe in San Quentin.”

“Yes, 1 suppose so,” said I dryly.
“But the woman has done me service
—saved my life, I may say—and I'm
willing to forget the bad in her.”

“That’s not for me to say, sor; but
there’s quare things happens, no
doubt.”

“This note,” I continued, “is writ-
ten over her name. I don’t know
whether it came from her or not; but
it she sent it I must see her. It may
be a case of life or death for me.”

“An’ “if it, didn’t come from her?”
asked the policeman shrewdly.

had not yet seen. But I paid little |

tion to the streets through which‘

passed. My mind was on the friend |
hose name I had taken, whose workf

Ewas tp do. I was back with him in |

aur boyhood days, and lived again for |

the fleeting minutes the life we had |
ed in common; and the resolve;

W stronger on me that his fate |

ould be avehged, i
! Arriving at the cemetery it was soon]
over. The body of Henry Wilton was |
*ﬂnmltted to the vault with the single
murner looking on, and we drove
] idly back in the failing light.

: T'had given my address at the under-
taker’s shop, and the hack stopped j
front of my house of mystery before

knew where we were. Darkness had

€ upon the place, and the street-

ps were alight and the gas was

ing in the store-windows along the
thoroughfares. As 1 stepped out of
the carriage and gazed about me, I
recognized the gloomy doorway and
its neighborhood that had greeted me
om my first night i San Francisco.
- As 1 was paying the fare a stout
figure stepped up to me.

“Ah, Mr. Wilton, it's you again.

I turned in surprise. It was the
poli®®an I had met on my first night
ig San Francisco.
~ “Oh, Corson, how are you?”’ I said
heartily, recognizing him at last I
felt a sense of relief in the sight of
him. The place was not one to quiet
my nerves after the errand from
‘which I had just come.

“All's well, sor, but I've a bit of
paper for ye” And after some hunt-
‘Ing he brought it forth. “I was asked
to-hgn this to ye.” -
gt § k it in wonder. Was there
something more from Detective Coog-
an? 1 tore open the envelope and
read on its inclosure:

“Kum tonite to the house.
youre life is wurth savein.
t “Muther Borton.”

Shure if

CHAPTER XIiv.
Mother Borton’s ‘Advice.
i T studied the note carefully,
tden turned to Policeman Corson.

“When did she give you this—and
where?”

“A lady?” said Corson with a grin.
*“Ah, Mr. Wilton, it’s too sly she is to|
give it to me. 'Twas a.boy askin’ for|
ye. ‘Do you know him? says he.E
‘I do that,’ says I. ‘Where is he? says |
Be. ‘I don’t know,’ says I. ‘Has ’e a!
mom? says he. ‘He has’ says L
*Where is it? says he. “What's that to

. ypou? says I—"

“Yes, yes,” I interruptedas
where did he get the note?”

“] was just tellin’ ye, sor,” said the
policeman amiably. “He shoves the
sote at me ag’in, an’ says he, ‘It's im-
portant,’” says he. ‘Go up there,’ says
L ‘Last room, top floor, right-hand

 wide’® Refare | comes to the corner un

and |

“But

it?
*boy.

“Then,” said I grimly, “it’s likely to
be a case of death if I venture alone.”

“I'll tell you what, Mr. Wilton,” said
Corson after a pause.
a bit, I'll go with you—that is,
there isn’t somebody else you'd like
better to have by your side to-night.
You don’t look to have any of your
friends about.”

“Just the thing,” I said heartily.
“There’s no one I'd rather have. We'll
go down as soon as we can get a bite
to eat.”

“I'll have to wait a bit, sor, till my
relief‘comes. He'll be along soon. As
for getting a bite, you can’t do better

| than wait till you get to Mother Bor-

ton’s. It’s a rough place, but it’s got a
name for geod cooking.”

I was bewildered.

“I guess there’s not much to be got
in the way of eating in the house.
There was nothing left in it yester-
day morning but the rats.” I spoke
with comsiderable emphasis.

“That’s quare, now,” he said, look-
ing to see if there was a jest behind
the words. “But 'twas all there when
McPherson and I put a club to a drunk
as was raising the Ould Nick in the
place and smashing the bottles, not
six hours ago. When we took him
awly in the ixpress wagon the ould
woman was rowling out those long
black curses im a way that would
warm the heart of the foul fiend him-
self.”

‘There was some fresh mystery
about this. I held my tongue with the
reflection that I had better let it
straighten itself out than risk a stum-
ble by asking about things I ought to
know.

Corson’s relief soonr appeared. “It’'s’
a nasty night,” he said, buttoning up
his overcoat closely, as Corson gave
him a brief report of the situation on
the beat.

“It’s good for them as likes it dark,”
said Corson.

“It's just such a night as we kad
when Donaldson was murdered. Iin
you mind it?”

“Do I mind it? Am I likely to forgit
Well, a pleasant time to you, me

Come along, sor. We'd better
be moving. You won’t mind stepping
up to the hall with me, will ye, while
I report?”

“Certainly not,” I said with a shiver,
half at the grim suggestion of mur-
der and half at the chill of the fog
and the cutting wind that blew the

| cold vapor through to the skin.

“You've no overcoat,” said Corson.
“We’ll stop and get one. I'll have mine
from the station.”

The silence of the house of mystery
was no less threatening now than on
the night when Henry Wilton was
walking through the(halls on the way
to his death. But |the “stout-hearted
policeman by my side gave me con-
fidence, and no sigp showed the pres-

replied Corson with a|

“If you’ll wait |
if |

ence of an enemy as I secured Henry's
heavy overcoat and the large revolver
he had given me, and we took our
way down the stairs.

A short visit to the grimy, foul-
smelling basement of the City Hall, a
brisk walk with the cutting wind at
our backs and I felt rather than saw
that we were in the neighborhood of
the scene of my adventures of a night
that had come so near costing me my
life, and then I saw the lantern sign
give forth its promise of the varied en-
tertainment that couid be had at Bor-
-ton’s.

“Here we are,” said Corson.

We pushed open the door and enm-
tered. The place had the same ap-

pearance as the one to which I had
been takén by Dicky Nahl.

“A filme night, Mother Borton,” said
Corson cheerily, as he was the first to
enter, and then added under his
breath, —“for the divil’s business.”

Mother Borton stared at him with
a black look and muttered a curse.

“Good evening,” I hastened to =say.
“I took the liberty to bring a friend;
he doesn't come as an officer to-
night.”

The effect on the hag’s features was
marvelous. The black scowl lighten-
ed, the tight-drawn lips relaxed, and
there was a sign of pleasure in the
bright eyes that had flashed hatred
at the policeman.

“Ah, it's you, is it?” she said sharp-
ly, but with a tone of kindness in her
greeting. “I didn’'t see ye. Now sit
down and find a table, and I'll be with
ye after a bit.”

“We want a dinner, and a good one.
I'm half-starved.”

“Are ye, honey?” said the woman
with delight. “Then it's the best din-
ner in town ye shall have. Here, Jim!
Put these gentlemen over there at the
corner table.” 5

“It’s not the aristocracy of stoile ye
get here,” said Corson, lighting his
pipe after the coffee, “but it's prime
eating.”

I nodded in lazy contenment, and
then started up in remembrance of
the occasion of our being in this place
as the shadow of Mother Borton fell
across the table.

“If you will go upstairs,” she said
sourly. “You know the way. I guess
your friend can spare you.”

“Is there anything that can't be told
before him?” I asked.

“You'll be safer in my care than in
his,” she said, with warning in her
tone.

“Yes, yes, I know I am safe here,
but how 4s it with my friend if I leave
him here? We came together and
we'll go together.”

The crone nodded with a laugh that
ended in a snarl.

“If the gang knew he was here there
would be more fun than you saw the
other night.”

“Don’t worry about me, Mr. Wilton,”
said Corson with a grin. “I've stood
her crowd off before, and I can do it
again if the need comes. But I'd rath-
er smoke a poipe in peace.”

“You can smoke in peace, but it's
not yourself you can- thank for it,”
said Mother Borton sharply. “There’ll
be no trouble here to-night. Come
along.” And the old woman started
for the door. :

“Are you sure you're all right?”
asked Corson in a low voice. “There’s
men gone up those stairs that came
down with a sheet over them.”

“It's all right—that is, unless
there’s danger to you in leaving you
here.”

“No. Go ahead. I'll wait for ye. I'd
as lief sit here as anywheres.”

I hastened after Mother Borton, who
was glowering at me from the door-
way, and followed her footsteps in si-
lence to the floor above.

Mother Borton walked the passage
cautiously and in silence, and I fol-
lowed her example until she pushed
open a door and was swallowed up in
the blackness. Then I used on the
threshold while she lightéd a candle;
and as I entered, she swiftly closed
and locked the door behind me.

(To be continued.)

TOWN BEAUTIFYING CLUB.

Two-thirds of Linden'’s Residents Are
Members of It.

Linden, Mass., boasts of a club ef
which over tweo-thirds of the town res-
idents are members whose object it i=
to improve the minds and bodies of the
population und to bBeautify the town
itself. It Is known as the Literary and
Athletic Association of Linden.

Lately the club members have beem
busy repairing the clabhouse, known
as Association hall, located in the cen-

ter of the town. This building has |

been idle for the past five years. Its

central location makes it an ideal place |

for social gatherings.

The society was organized in a char
acteristic manner. One evening last
July the residents were startled by the
vioclent ringing of the bell in the old
club building. Alarmed by the ringing.
the whole town was soon out in full
force. This was just what the club offi-
cers wanted, and when the people had
gathered Charles A. Westcott, the pres-
ident, addressed them, telling them
that the old clubhouse had been idle
long enough and that it was a pity if
such a town as Linden could not have
a club of which to be proud.

Then a plan was outlined for the ctub
to become a corporation of business in-
terests and for shares to be sold, and
all were invited to invest.

Perpetual Asset.
“Oh, I say,” remarked the bluffer to

is brother drummers in an endeavor |

» reawaken interest, “did you chaps
2ar that old Goldman, the proprietor
‘f the Slowtown station restaurant,
‘as just died?” “Has he?’ drawled
snaffie, unsympathetically. “To whom.
‘lid he leave the sandwiches?’'—New

Vork Globa

Hot Soda

SIMPLY DELICIOUS
SO THEY ALL SAY

—but we want YOU
to come also—then you
will say it, too. Noth-
ing so invigorating and
warming these frosty
mornings as a steam-
ing hot Tomato, Hot
Chocolate or Hot Cof-
fee at our fountain,

Martin - Cook Drug
Company.

\ NEW
BaKery Firm!

We have opened up our Bakery
in the

Simpson Building, 105 N. Main St,

and are now ready to serve the
public. EVERY SATURDAY
we will have on display a nice
assortment of Layer and Plain
Oskes, Yeastand Salt Rising
Breads. Parker House Rolls,
and Cookies always on hand.

MO Goods delivered to any
part of the city. Give us a call.

WINCHESTER BAKERY,

NORTH BROS, Props.

.

To Whom It May Concern:

File your telegrams with
“THE POSTAL” destined
to Cincinnati, O., as we
have a direct wire to this
point. Try us once and I
am sure our quick service
and politeness will bring
you back.

““The quickest service can
only be had by direct wires.”’

Office : Brown-Proctoria.
BOTH PHONES.

Yours respectfully,

L. M. BUTSCH.

Manager.

p——

The Capitol of the Unit-
ed States is painted with
HARRISON’'S READY
MIXED PAINT.

Doesn’t this seem to
show that it would be a
good paint for you to use?

Send for Sample Cards.

Baber & Reeves,

No. 9 E. Brondv;ay.

e

Do Men Read Advertisements? -

Read This One at Any Rate.

Good Until
Dec. 1, '08.

THIS COUPON

Cut out and presented to us is good for

50c on a Cash Purchase
Men’s $5.00 Shoes.’

MASSIE, The Shoe Man.

We Do Not Reserve Any $3 Shoe in our Store.

MASSIE, The Shoe Man,

E

We are making a
SPECIAL PRICE

Garland Heatef?i;ﬁd Cook Stoves. |

$9.50 Heater, to close out, $S8.
OTHERS IN PROPORTION.

Grant Witt & Co.,

30 'N' Main st.,

Winchester, Ky.

People’s State Bank

CAPITAL, $100,000

This bank began business less

just in the beginning

ion. Notwithstanding the hard
the start,
depositors, and in the volume
enroll new names every week.
are coidially iniited to open an account with us.

. steady growth fro-

than three years ago,
of the financial depres-
times there has been ¢
in the number of our
of our business. We
We want yours. You
Per-

sonal attenion to all business.

J. M. HCLGKIN, Cashier.

J. L. BROWN. President.

L. B. COCKRELL, Vice President.

T S S A S A

i ————
—_—

Capital, . . . .
Undivided Profits,

$100,000
$160,000

WinEhe§jer_Bank

WINCHESTER, KY,

N. H. WITHERSPOON,

PRESIDENT.

W. R. SPHAR,

CASHIER.

SOLIGITS YOUR
ACCOUNTS.

-

HAGAN
AS AND .
GASOLlNE Enqmes

SIMPLE! ¢ ELIAGLE!
ECONOMICAL !

Sold Under a Pasitive Guarantee
WRITE FOR CATA].DGUE AND PRICES.

——

HAGAN GAS ENGINE & MFS. O

INCORPORATED, . ‘

WINCHESTER, KY.

i

D. B. HAMPTON, PreS. B. F. CURTIS, Cashier

—T HE—

dark County National Bank.

MAIN STREET.
dinehester, ~ ~ Kentueky

-

Capital, $200,000
Surplue, $100,000.
Undivided Profite,$38,000

1866, being the oldest Bank in
‘neoity

Collections made on all points. and your ac |
aunt » #¢ licited i

Wayside Weed Destruction.

In some of our heavyweight period-—
fcals scientists and wise men are hold-
Ing a learned discussion as to the best
way to destroy wayside weeds. The
eopper sulphate, the saline and other
chemical solutions proposed are doubt-
less excellent for fields and rural
plants, but the most spetdily effica-
elous remedy that can be applied to
the rank growth on our vacant city
lots Is a good, sharp hand blade wield-
ed by a lusty army, says the Memphis
Commercial Appeal. The attention of
the board of health and the chief of
police is hereby called to this homely,
common sense antidote. The man who
lets his vacant lot run to weeds main-
tains a public nuisance just as much
as does the man who keeps a burglari-
ous cow or who allews a pool of water
to stagnate in his yard. A scythe will
correct the evil without the interven-
tion of chemicals.

Work the Common Lot of All
In all the civilized countries of the.
world 60 per cent. of the persons over

ten years old have to work for a liv-
ing.

WINCHESTER
TAILORING COMPANY,
M & C H. McKINNEY, Props.

Clothes Cleaned, Pressed and Repaired.

DRY CLEANING AND DYING A SPECIALTY ,
Uver Allan & Murphy’s Store opp. Court‘ Hoase i

GILBERT & BOTTO

Fresh & Cured Meats

Fish, Vegetables, Country Produce
BOTH PHONES = OPERA HOUSE BLOCK

e

188656—1908.

THEBEST INSURANGE IS THE CHEAPEST

| F you are not Inured

F Ind our office at once.

iWRﬂn or phone for rates and terms.
B Efore Insuring, see us. WE ARE THE BEST,

|JOUETT'S INSURANCE AGENCY,

Simpson Building. Both Phones 71.

Conkwright Transfer and lce Al:n.

Crating, Handling and Hauling Fur-
niture, Pianos, Eic, a Specialty.

NO. 19 North Mgin Stree:. Both Phones

-CALL ON—-

NELSON, The Transfer Man

by day or night, if you want
your baggage transferred.

OFFICE—Home Phone 84; Night Phone 339,

e

|

Nothing New. |

You hear many strange things tol |

of life. Many of them are exaggzerat I
ed, many are untrue. There isn’
a great deal -in life  that 1s reallx
strange. It’s the same old story, and
only wonderful t6 the young.—Atchi

son Globe..

Makirg £.

Pictire a berd of 8,200 ¥*d< and &
gnats 407 horses and colts, 700 2qlvag |
and 488 steers. Then think that the
skins and hides of all these animals
supply one shoe factory in America
with enough leather for only a single
day,

1

#
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